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In th' other those of the Infernal Pit, ^

Whence none retires, if once he enter it.

And here let me complain how few are those

Whose souls you shall from earth's vast dungeon loose

To endless happiness! few that attend                             45

You, the true guide, unto their journey's end;

And if of old virtue's way narrow were,

JTis rugged now, having no passenger.

Our life is but a dark and stormy night,

To which sense yields a weak and glimmering light,        50

While wand'ring man thinks he discerneth all

By that which makes him but mistake and fall

He sees enough who doth his darkness see;

These are great lights, by which less darkened he.

Shine then sun-brighter through my sense's veil,             55

A day-star of the light doth never fail;

Show me that goodness which compounds the strife

'Twixt a long sickness and a weary life;

Set forth that justice which keeps all in awe.

Certain and equal more than any law;                            60

Figure that happy and eternal rest,

Which till man do enjoy he is not blest.

Come and appear then, dear soul-ravishcr,

Heaven's light-usher, man's deliverer,

And do not think, when I new beauties see,                    65

They can withdraw my settled love from thee.

Flesh-beauty strikes me not at all: I know,

When thou dost leave them to the grave, they show

Worse than they now show thee: they shall not move

In me the least part of delight or love,                            70

But as they teach your power.   Be she nut-brown,

The loveliest colour which the flesh doth crown,

I Jll think her like a nut, a fair outside.

Within which worms and rottenness abide;

If fair, then like the worm itself to be;                            75

If painted, like their slime and sluttery.

If any yet will think their beauties best,

And will against you, spite of all, contest,

Seize them with age: so in themselves they '11 hate

What they scorn'd in your picture, and too late              80

See their fault and the painter's.   Yet if this,

Which their greatest plague and wrinkled torture is,

Please not, you may to the more wicked sort,